FROM STRENGTH TO STRENGTH

the captain begged for mercy.    He said that his whole
wealth was contained in that trunk.

" 'Without it/ he pleaded, CI can do nothing.'

"Relentlessly, and with more than a little curiosity,
the Shah ordered the precious box to be broken open. It
contained nothing of greater value than common milk
pails and old cloths! The Shah expressed surprise, and
asked the captain why he hoarded such things, relics of
an existence before royal favour had elevated him.

" 'Sire/ said the confused captain, 'far be it from your
humble sacrifice to displease Your Majesty, but I will
speak the truth, as always. The favours of a prince are
oft-times lost for small faults. I deemed it wise to keep
these few poor things against the day when perchance I
too might lose your confidence. Were I to be degraded
from my present post, I and my family would at least
not starve.'"

We passed the remains of an ancient and decrepit stone
bridge, where irises, those Eyes of Heaven, bordered the
River of Birds, nigh unto the Fountain of Birds, water
from whose depths the locust-bird would follow anywhere
in the world. Beneath the rose-bushes the bul-bul sang
his enchanting song.

"It is only necessary to tickle our land and it will laugh
into blossom," Rumi remarked.

Peasants guided primitive wooden ploughs, to which
were yoked a couple of oxen, among low scrub and
between trees with red, grey, and green twigs. We wanted
to see the tombs and sculptures of Makshi Rustam, where
we heard tell of columns, a marble throne, and equestrian
statues, of which one horse had a Greek inscription carved
upon the chest. Moreover, we wished to see the ancient
fire temple of white marble. Here legend had it that
Darius lay buried deep in the rock, beneath an inscription
"I am a Persian, the son of a Persian, an Aryan and of
Aryan blood." We also wanted to visit the haunts of the
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